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An Excellent BALLAD of 
The Noble Marquis and Patient GRISSEL. 


To the Tune of, The Bride's Good Morrow. 
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Noble Marquis, 

As he rode a hunting, 
Hard by a foreſt ſide, 

A tair and comely maid, 

As ſhe ſat a ſpinning, 

His gentle eye eipy'd: 

Moſt fair and lovely, 

And of comely grace was ſhe, 
Although limple attire; 

She ſung :ull ſweetly, 

With pleaſant voice melodiouſly, 

{Which ſet the Lord's heart on fire: 


F 


{The more he look'd, the more he might, 


; Beauty bred his hearts delight: 
{ And to this damſel, 
L he went with ſpeed, 


Good ſpeed, quoth he, thou famous flower, 


For miſtreſs of this homely bower, 

| Where love and virtue, 

* Dwells with ſweer content. 

' L 

b i 

With comely geſture; 

And modelt mild behaviour, 

She bids him welcome then; 

„She entertained him 

In faithfui friendly manner, 

And all his gentlemen : 

Te noble Marquis 

In bis heart felt ſuch a flame, 

3 Which ſet his ſenſes all at ſtrife. 

f Quoth he, fair maiden, 

f hew me ſoon what is thy name, 

| mean to make thee my wife. 

\Gridel + is my name, quoth ſhe, 

Far un fit tor your degree; 

Silly maiden, 

and of parents poor. 


zrant me thy love, 
And I will aſk go more, 


Nay. Griſſel, thou art rich, he faid,. 
A virtuous, fair, and comely maid: 
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$1 With that ſhe conſented, 
% And being both contented, 
[9] They married were with ſpeed. 
2 Her country ruſſet, 
Was chang'd to filk and velvet, 
As to her ſtate agreed: 
And when that ſhe 
$| Was thus trimly *tired in the ſame, 


„Her beauty ſhove moſt bright, 


Far excelling every other 


|| Fair and princely dame, 


6. That did appear in ſight: 

16 Many envied her therefore, 

16 Becauſe ſne was ot parents poor, 
And *'twixt her Lord and ſhe, 

[9] Great ſtrife did riſe: 

Some ſaid this, and ſome ſaid that, 

y ens lome did call her beggar's brat, 

1 nd to her Lord 

They would her oft diſpraiſe. 


| 1 O Noble Marquis, 


Quoth they, why didſt thou wrong us, 
Thus baſely for to wed, 
Who might have gotten 
An honourable Lady 
Into your princely bed ? 
Who will not now 
Your noble iſſue ſoon deride, 
Which ſhall hereafter be born, 
That art of blood ſo baſe, 
Born by the mother's ſide, 
The which will bring them to ſcorn: 
Put ber therefore quite away, 
And take to you a lady gay, 
W hereby your Lineage 
May renowned be. 
Thus every day they ſeem'd to prate, 
That malic'd Griſſel's good eſtate ; 
Who all this while, | 
Took it moſt patiently, 
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When that che Marquis, 
Did ſee they were bent thus, 
Againſt his lawful wiſe, 


| Whom he moſt dearly, 


Tenderly and entirely, 
Lov'd as his lite; 
Minding in ſecret, 
For to try her patient heart, 
Thereby her foes for tc diſgrace, 
Thinking to ſhew her 
A hard diſcourteous part, 
That man might pity her caſe : 
Great with child the lady was, 
And at the laſt it came to pals, 
Two goodly children 
At one birth ſhe had; 
A ſon and daughter, Gop had ſent, 
Which did their mother well content, 
And which did make 
Their father's heart full glad. 


Great royal feaſting 

Was at theſe children's chriſtening, 
And princely triumph made, 

Six weeks together, 

All Nobles that came thither, 
Were entertain'd and ſtaid: 

And when that all the pleaſant 

Sporting quite was done, 
The Marquis a meſſenger ſent, 

For his young danghter 


And his pretty ſmiling ſon ; 


Declaring his full intent, 
How that the babes muſt murdered be, 
For ſo the Marquis did decree; 
Come let me have 
The children then he ſaid; 
With that fair Grifſe] wept full ſore, 
She wrung her hands and ſaid nomore, 
My gracious Lord 

Muſt have his will obey'd. 


She took the babes, 
Even from the Nurſing-ladies, 
Between her tender arms; 
She often wiſhed, 
With many ſorrowful kiſſes, 
That they might eaſe their harms: 
Farewel, farewell, 
A thouſand times my children dear; 
Never ſhall I ſee you again; 
"Tis long of me, 
Your ſad and woeful mother here, 
For whoſe ſake both mult be ſlain ; 
Had I been born of royal race, 
You might have liv'd in happy caſe, | 
But you muſt die 
For my unworthineſe. 
Come meſſenger of death, quoth ſhe, 
Take my deareſt babes to thee, 


And to their father 


My compliments expreſs, 
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He took the children, 
And to his noble ma ter, 

[Te bore them thence with ſpeed; 
Who in ſecret ſent them 
Unto a noble lady, 

To be brought up indeed: 

Then to fair Griſſel, 
With a heavy heart be goes, 

Where ſhe ſat mildly all alone; 
A pleaſant geſture, 

And a lovely look ſhe ſhews, 

As if no griet ſhe had known. 
Quoth he, my children now are ſlain, 
What thinks fair Griſſel of the ſame? 
Sweet Griſſel now 

Declare thy mind to me. 

Since you my Lord are pleaſed with it, 
Poor Griſſel thinks the action fit, 
Both me and mine N 

At your command will be. 


My Nobles murmur, 
Fair Griſſel, at thy honour, 
And I no joy can have, 
Till thou be baniſh'd, | 
Both from my court and preſence, 
As they unjuſtly crave : 
Thou muſt be ſtriped 
Of thy brave garments all, 
As thou cam'ſt to me, 
In homely grey, 
Inſtead of bliſs and pureſt pall, 
Now al thy cloathing muſt be. 
My Lady you mult be no more, 
Nor I thy Lord which grieves me ſore, 
The pooreſt life 
| Muſt now content thy mind. 
A groat to thee I dare not give, 
Thee to maintain while I do live, 
Againſt my Griſſel 
Such great toes I find. 


When gentle Grifle] 
Did hear theſe woeful tidings, 
The tears Rood in her eyes, 
Not: - ke anſwered, 
No zor!  liſcontent 
Did from her lips ariſe. 
Her velvet gown, 
Moſt patiently ſhe ſtrip'd off, 
Her kettle of filk with the ſame: 


Her ruſſet gown 


Was brought again with many a ſcoff, 
To bear them herfelf ſhe did frame: 
When ſhe was dreſs'd in this array, 
And ready for to paſs away, 
Gop ſend long life 
Unto my Lord, quoth ſhe; 
Let no offence be found in this, 
To give my Lore a parting kiſs, 
With watry eyes, 
Farewel, my dear, ſaid ſhe, / 
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From a princely palace; 
Unto her father's cottage, 
Poor Griſſel ſhe is gone, 


s Full fiſteen winters 


She lived there contented, 

No wrong ſhe thought upon, 
And at this time through 
All the land the ſpeeches went, 

The Marquis ſhould married | 
Unto a noble Lady, 

Ot high deſcent, 

And to the ſame all parties did 
The Marquis ſent for Griſſel fair 
The bride's bed chamber to prep 
That nothing therein 

Might be tound away. ; 
The bride was with her brocher 
Which was great joy to all and 
But Griſſel took all this 

Molt patiently, 


And in the morning 

When as they ſhould be wedded,; 
Her patience there was try'd, 

Griſſel was charged, | 

Herſelf in friend)y manner, 
For to attire the bride : 

Moſt willingly 4 

She gave conſent to do the fame 
The bride in bravery was dreft 

And preſently 

The noble marquis thither came, 
With all his Lords at his requ 

O Griſſel I will aſk of thee, 

If to this match thou wilt agree 

Methinks thy looks | 
Are waxed wonderous coy, . 

With that they began to ſmile, 

And Grille! ſhe reply'd the whi 

God ſend Lord Marquis 
Many years of joy. 


The marquis was moved, 2 


To ſee his beſt beloved 
Thus patient in diſtreſs; 


1 


He ſtept unto her, 


And by the hand he took her, f 
Theſe words he did exprels, | 
Thou art my bride | 
And all the brides I mean to ha 
Theſe two thine own childrer 
The youthful] lady, 1 
On her knees did bleſſing cravey 
Her brother as well as = $ 
And yon that envy her e te. 
Whom I have made my — a 
Now bluſh for ſhame, : 
And honour virtuous lifez | 
The Chronicles of laſting fame, 
Shall evermore extol the name 
Of patient Criſſel, - 14 
My molt conſtant wits. 
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